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I will fight you ! You have wrested from me every-

thing—Spite of your worst, something will still be

left me to take whither I go. . . . And, to night when
I enter God's house, in saluting broadly will I sweep
the azure threshold with what despite of all—

I

carry unblemished, unbent and that is
—

"

And as his love lays her lips on his dying words
she kisses into eternity." "And that is?"

While his last look smiles into the eyes he had

loved so faithfully, a /tear-rimmed, star-crowned

boast,

"My white plume."
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A week later Topsy and his glasses returned

to Roxbury. Having had a wonderful
time, the youthful scamp was now pre-

pared to prove to his kind-hearted man-
ager that his eyes had been sorely in need

of attention. The day after his return, Topsy
began another one of his wild streaks. Once again

he was the idol of the town and Manager Merrill

continually congratulated himself on his sagacity in

refusing to permit Topsy to depart. The team was
in second place, going great, when the third base-

man, a very good man was badly spiked. Two days

later in response to Merrill's appeal for help, two
new players appeared at the park in company of

the manager.

"Oh, Jimmy," as Topsy came up for hitting prac-

tice, "come over here and meet Mr, Murray and Mr.
Crane. They are going to try out for third base this

afternoon. Take care of them, as I have to make a

telephone call.

After a few moments of casual conversation,

Murray made the mistake of his life as far as this

job was concerned.

"I understand Brown that you're from
College. I suppose you know Jimmy Nichols down
there. He's a great friend of mine and what a sweet

short-stop. Where's he playing this summer?"

"Just excuse me a moment," answered Topsy,

starting away, "it's my turn to hit. By the way,

you two had better warm up."

During the game Topsy was very careful always

to be busy whenever Murray approached him. Mur-
ray proved himself by far the better player and
Topsy knew it, and he also knew that he, Topsy,

was in a very ticklish position. It was either Murray
or himself and Topsy had no intention of slipping

out of the picture because of Mr. Murray, particu-

larly when he was going so good. He was afraid to

take him into his confidence, because he didn't know
him. It was too bad, but Murray would have to go.

But how; that's what bothered Topsy.

After the game Merrill called Topsy into confer-

ence. "Say, Jimmy,old boy, I guess that fellow Mur-

ray isn't a pippin. I know you agree with me, but

I just wanted your opinion. I would like to keep

both of them but I can't afford to. Murray is the

man, Jimmy, don't you think so?"

"Oh, Fred, leave me out of this. I have nothing

to say. Use you own judgment. I wouldn't want to

be the cause of any fellow losing his job."

"But surely Murray is the better man."
"Yes," admitted Jimmy, "he looked that way to-

day. Go ahead, sign him if you want to. I don't

care to say anything."

"Now look here, Jimmy, you know me well enough

to be perfectly frank with me. What's on your

mind; what are you holding back? I know there

must be something or you wouldn't act this way."

"Well, Fred, as long as you insist, it's like this.

Murray is a fine ball player ; no doubt about it. But
then there are other things to be considered. You
know a man to be a help to the team must fit in with

the others. I know that Murray won't get along

with all the rest. In fact, if Murray stays, Jimmie
Brown will have to go. Please don't ask me to go

into details. However, Fred, don't let me influence

you in the least. If I were you, I would hire Mur-
ray."

"Yes, I will not," answered Merrill. "Crane is

the man. I can't tell you, Jimmy, how glad I am
that I sought your advice

;
you surely saved me from

finding out later how foolish it is to enthuse over a

stranger."

That night Murray left town wondering.

Encouraged by his narrow escape, Topsy con-

tinued to play fairly good ball. His daily prayer

was that his luck might continue. The team had a

good chance to win and Topsy was pulling hard for

the pennant; in fact, he had the team on its toes

fighting for everything. Topsy loved to win and

then he had a sneaking feeling that J. Fred Merrill

might be good for an extra hundred or so in the

event of the championship.

Then "Lady Luck" who had smiled on Topsy all

summer, must have suddenly grown cold, for Topsy

came to grief. Roxbury and Hale hacT gone twelve

innings in a game that meant the lead. Topsy broke

up the game by stealing home. Topsy, surrounded

by a mob of admirers was carried from the field


